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Author's Notes: 
whew! here we go with some more weird, sorta-overly-personal stuff #-) 


this one vaguely related to a poem i wrote for a zine last year called ‘dykes on parade’, which you can find in 
here.. and evidently, canon has been taken out back and shot :-) 


It doesn't click until it does. 


They're hanging out at Lars' place today, ‘cause Lars has a bigger record collection and a pool in the backyard 
and her parents are away on a trip — some tennis publicity thing her dad had to go to somewhere, whatever 
- and neither of them really wanted to hang out with Dave. It's five in the evening but it's still fucking hot as 
balls. Ninety degrees, James said. 


(Through force of habit, Lars had to figure out what that was in Celsius; subtract thirty-two, cut it in half, 
and what do you get? Still hot as balls.) 


The two of them have been lying around in her bedroom upstairs all afternoon, barely moving except to 
periodically flip the record over. Even with the window open, the air feels thick and heavy; it makes Lars’ skin 
prickle, makes it hard to think. Her forehead is slick with sweat beneath her fringe. 


She licks her lips and turns her head to look up at where James is sprawled out on her bed, golden hair 


hanging off the side. "Let's go for a swim." 


James' fingers twitch minutely. "Now?" she grunts. Her voice has gone all sluggish, pitched low and lazy, barely 
audible over the sound of Wrathchild pouring out of Lars' stereo. 


"Yeah, c'mon. It'll be shadier in the backyard. You can borrow one of my swimsuits.” 


Her mind made up, Lars rolls over onto her stomach and pushes up onto her hands and knees, crawling over to 
her open closet to start digging through her dresser. She finds her one-piece in the bottom drawer and then 
keeps digging, pulling out her yellow bikini from last summer - James is a lot taller than her and a little bigger 
in the hips and chest, but they're both scrawny enough that it should fit. Lars flings it over to James, ignoring 
her halfhearted protests. "It'll be fun," she rolls her eyes, clambering to her feet. 


She grabs her t-shirt by the hem and pulls it off over her head, tossing it to the floor, then unzips her 
shorts and pushes them down her thighs along with her underwear. She steps out of them and turns to say 
something like hey we might have popsicles in the downstairs freezer, except James sucks in a breath and blurts 
out, "Don't." 

Lars pauses with her hands on the clasp of her bra The air goes still. Dead. "Huh?" 


"Just turn around, okay? | don't want to see it," James says. She's gone rigid, gaze glued to the bedspread, 
hands clamping into fists around the yellow bikini. 


Lars looks down at herself - at her pale, soft belly, her pubic hair, her toes curled into the carpet like little 
pink shells - and feels the shame curdle in her stomach. Her cheeks go hot. "Oh," she says. 


Its not like- | just dont want to change in front of you anymore." 


Something catches in Lars‘ chest. "Oh," she repeats, turning away. She unhooks her bra and slides it off, letting 
it flop to the carpet with a faint thump, her shoulders hunching inward. 


Its not you, really," James blunders on. "I just... 
‘Its okay," Lars says quickly. She steps into the swimsuit and pulls it over her hips, then tugs the straps up 


her arms, keeping her back turned. She fixes her gaze on the carpet as she moves toward the door. "I'll be 


downstairs when you're ready." 


She pulls the door shut behind her, Iron Maiden receding as she flees back down the stairs to the kitchen Her 
face is pink with embarrassment - squirming in her guts, racing under her skin. She heaves a long, slow 
breath to calm the anxious thud of her pulse in her ears. 


Is quiet down here, save for the crisp Tick, tick, fick of the grandfather clock in the living room. Lars drew 
the blinds shut this morning to shield the house from the worst of the afternoon sun, but a few beams still 
poke through here and there, glowing against the beige walls in abstract patterns. Her bare feet stick against 
the cool white tile as she passes through the dining room. 


The linen closet is devoid of towels when she checks it, so continues down the hall to the laundry room to fish 
some out of the dryer. Its only once she's staring at the hopelessly-wrinkled pile of forgotten clothing inside 
the machine that Lars remembers her mor asking her to fold the laundry two days ago. 


She heaves a little sigh through her nose and fishes two towels out of the heap. Lars moves to swing the 
door shut again, then thinks better of it and kneels down instead, sort of hunched-over on the tile floor as she 
sets about folding her far's clothes. 


Lars is aware that she and James were raised differently. It'd be impossible not to know; it seems etched into 
James' mannerisms like a ghost she can't shake, made visible in the way she hides behind her hair, how her 
eyes go skittish when Lars makes a dirty joke, how she still struggles to hold a conversation with Torben. But 


this is different. They've been friends for two years and being naked around each other had never been a 


problem, until- 
Until. 
Lars folds the shirt, sets it aside, and wipes the sweat from her brow. 


She's about halfway done the load when the laundry room door creaks open behind her, startling her out of 
her thoughts. Her elbow bangs hard against the rim of the dryer and she huffs out a curse. 


"Sorry," James offers, heat-frizzy head peeking hesitantly around the frame. The barest flicker of emotion - 
concern? discomfort? remorse? - passes across her face, and then she sidles inside, letting the door drift 
shut behind her. She's wearing the bikini with her oversized Venom shirt pulled back on over top. 


Lars grabs a pair of shorts out of the dryer. "It's fine." 


She keeps her head down and concentrates on folding, not looking up when James hoists herself up onto the 
washing machine beside her, bare feet dangling in Lars' periphery. The room is silent. Stuffy. 


T-shirt. Socks. A pair of underwear. 


"You could have told me," Lars says. "If- You could have told me sooner, if it was making you uncomfortable." 


(F | was making you uncomfortable.) 

James’ feet stop kicking. "It wasn't. Before, | mean’ 

(and now?) 

Socks. More socks. A hand towel. 

It doesn't click until it does. 

"| dont.. It's just not right. We're not kids anymore, we shouldn't~ Y'know" 

Lars' hands fall to her lap, curling pathetically into the fabric of the t-shirt she was folding. Something like 
terror tightens around her gullet. It squeezes hard like a fist, making her breathing go shallow and her voice 


unsteady. She still can't look up at James. 


| know you saw me kiss Kirk," she finally says. The words are heavy in her mouth, like she has to work to spit 


them out. "After that party, | mean. Dave told me." 


James shifts her weight a little, bare thighs unsticking from the washing machine, and Lars knows she's hit 
home. "Oh." 


"He told me you guys talked about it on the drive home. He told me what you called us." 


"I didn't mean that," James says, her voice dipping into a low mumble. "You just- We were all drunk and it 


surprised me, y'know. | didn't expect half the band to turn out to be." she trails off weakly, "Y'know." 
"Dykes," Lars supplies, letting it hang in the air between them. 


She really does look up now, meeting James’ gaze with wide, hurt eyes. This time, it's James who looks away 


first. "Yeah. That." 


The words are weak. Inadequate. Lars gets the feeling she's just curled her hand into a fist around something 


delicate and crushed it, mangled it, never to be whole again. 
She drags the back of her hand across her forehead again and keeps folding, ignoring the way her stomach 
churns with growing dismay, how the back of her throat prickles like she's about to cry. "But me and Kirk, 


we're not.. | mean, you know I'm not going to fucking, like- attack you, or something. You know that, right?" 


"Yeah," James says quietly. "I know." 


"| don't even think of you like that." 


"Yeah, but it's still just... | dunno," James trails off, knocking one heel back against the washing machine. 

Thump. 

Thump. 

(s just not right) 

It hurts more than she thought it would, coming from James. 

Lars fishes the last couple socks out of the dryer and tosses them on top of the pile. She swings the door 
closed and gets to her feet, lifting the folded clothes up on top of the machine. "We don't have to go swimming 


if you don't want to," she says. 


James’ head is still bowed when Lars looks over, her sun-bleached hair hanging over her face like a curtain. All 
Lars can make out is the round shape of her nose. "I want to." 


"We can both keep our shirts on" 
"Okay." 
"I won't even look at you. Promise." 


"Okay." 


The backyard is still muggy-hot when they get outside, but newly dappled with shade, the sun filtering through 
the neighbour's trees and glinting off the chlorinated water. The two of them stand there at the edge of the 
pool for a long moment - Lars in one of Torben's old tennis shirts, James in her Venom shirt, the yellow bikini 
ties peeking out at the nape of her neck where she's pulled her hair into a ponytail. Lars wiggles her toes a 
little, feeling the warm rasp of concrete against her bare feet. She shifts a half-step back and then launches 


herself forward, up into the air, her knees tucking up to her chest in a sloppy cannonball. 


For the split second that she's airborne, the butterflies in her stomach are from falling instead of fear. 


